


Poem ft 

I aske no more than What the Queene of beauty 
Hath promis’d me, tor you are mine by duiie. 

By her I claime you, you for me were made. 

And flie it was my journey did perfwade : 

Nor Lady thinkc y our beauty vsinely fought, 

1 by divine inftin& was heel er brought. 

And to this enterprize the heavenly power*. 

Have given confenc, the gods proclaime me yourtj 
I 4 atme at wonders, for I covet you. 

Yet pardon me , I aske but wlms my due: 

Uenus her felfe my journey hither led , 

And gives you freely to my promis'd bed. 

Vnder her fafe condoft the feas I paft. 

Till I arriv’d upon thefe coafts at laft : 

Shipping my felfe from the Sygean (hore. 

Whence unto thefe Confines my courfe I bore j 
She made the Surgei gentle, the windcs faire. 

Nr r marvell whence thefe calmes proceeded are. 
Needs muft fhe po/ver upon the falt-Seales have, 
That was fea-borne, created from a wave. 

Sril may fhe ftand in her ability, 

And as ihe made the feas with much facility. 
Tube through fail’d , fo may flic calme my heace. 
And beare my thoughts to their defired feat ; 

My flames I found not Here, no, l proteft, 

$ brought them with me clofed in my bread, 

My felfe tranfported them without Attorney, 
Love was the Motive to my tedious journey. 

Not bluftring Winter when he tiiumphe’dmoft, 
Nor anv error drove me to this Coaftr 
Not led by fortune where the rou^h winds pleafe, 
Nor Marchant-likc for game croft I the Seas : 
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CneTde we > See of all Sungs we have (tore; 
f ‘ oar ’d with Trey (alas your Greece is poore. 

F i thee 1 come, thy fame hath thus farre driventne* 
[n hom golden Vim hath by promife given me; 
i mill'd thee ere I knew thee, long agoe, 
iefore thefe eyes dwelt on this glorious fhow : 

,fjvi thee in my thoughts, know beautious Dame, 

1 6tft beheld you with the eyes of fame. 

Lor marvell Lady I was ftroke fo farre, 

^us Darts or Arrowesfentfrom Bowes of wane 

Wound a great diftance off ; fo was I hit 

With a deepe fmarting wound that rancklcs yet. 

For fo it pleas’d the Fates, whom leall you blame* 

He tella true Tale to confirme the fame : 

When in mv Mothers Wombe full ripe I lav, 

Ready the firft houre to behold the day, 

And (lie at point to be delivered ftraight. 

And to unlade her of her Royal l freight, 
MyBirth-houre was delaid* and that fad night 
Afearefullvifion did a he Queene affrights 
Ina fonnes ftead to pleafe ti e aged Sire, 

She dreampt (he had brought forth a Brand of far*. 
Frighted (he rifes, and to Triam goes , 

To the old King this ominous dreame Ihefhowes* 
Hetothe Prieft, the Prieft doth this returne. 

That the child home (hall ftately burne i 
Better then he was ware the Prophet gueft, 

For loe a kindled Brand- flames in the my breaft, 
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